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Author's Notes: 
Back on the Megadeth wagon, and this time with smutt. | noticed how popular my past two Dave x Marty fics 
were, so | thought, why the hell not? Enjoy! 


‘What the fuck is your problem? | fucking hire you, and you get sloppy as shit right on stage! Is that what l'm 
gonna be fucking getting outta you? Huh? Do you think | like when people fuck with me? You think | like your 
goddamn false marketing?” Dave snarled, and for each venomous sentence he spat, he delivered a forceful 
shove that made Marty stumble backwards. The door to the dressing room slammed shut behind them, a 
signal to the rest of the crew and bandmates to stay out of their business. 


The smaller man scowled indignantly, he was already embarrassed enough for messing up the solo, he didn't 
need to be twice told and called out on the mistake. Worse yet, he hated how Dave made it sound as if he'd 
deliberately missed his part. It was only one little note, they'd been playing a two hour set every night without 
fail for the past three weeks in a row, his fingers felt like lead. It was natural, as if Dave never screwed up. 
But Marty knew better than to mention that, he knew Dave would have his head on a platter if he took a dig 
at him. But that didn't prevent the brunette from defending himself and his honour. 


‘It wasn't done on fucking purpose, Dave! You think | go out there to deliberately disappoint the fucking fans? | 
slipped! We've been playing non-stop for three weeks! Gimme a fucking break! I'm not a fucking robot! he spat 


back, throwing his arms out in an attempt to make himself look bigger. 


Dave's hazel eyes narrowed in fury, his head snapping up, and Marty had to admit he appeared incredibly 
intimidating at that very moment. Nostrils flaring, teeth bared, chest puffed up, fists balled. Marty knew Dave 
was a martial artist, on top of having the height and strength advantage. And the redhead wasn't exactly 
sober, either, which of course helped in bringing out his more violent side. The smaller man began to wish he 
had bitten his tongue and allowed Dave to continue his degrading rant. 


‘What the fuck did you just say? Huh? You think you get to have a fucking say, you lilt prick? You don't talk 
the fuck back to me: 


Dave's voice was a low, throaty hiss. Full of danger. It sent shivers of fear down Marty's spine, made his skin 
prickle, but he refused to be pushed around. He wasn't like David Ellefson, he wasn't going to stand there and 
just take it. He wasn't going to budge to the bullying. 


‘| said, | didn't fucking mean to do it. It was an accident, and if you could take your head outta your ass for one 
damn minute you would fucking get that, Marty calmly stated, his serious tone betraying his inner fear as he 


folded his arms defiantly across his narrow chest. 


Marty caught the way Dave's upper lip twitched in anger before everything became a blur. Strong, rough 
hands grabbed him by the wrists and in less than five seconds, the brunette went from a standing position to 
being trapped and held down He found himself pinned across one of the wooden benches of the dressing room, 
his right arm twisted painfully behind his back and a sharp elbow digging into the small of it, his free arm 
somehow trapped beneath him in an awkward angle. It made him feel both ashamed and enraged that Dave 
would put his hands on him this way, and that he couldn't even fight back the violation. He squirmed, 
attempting to wring and wriggle his body free from the violent grip, kicking his legs where they hung helplessly 
off the edge of the bench, but nothing helped. Instead, the hold on him tightened until the joints of his under 


arm and elbow protested and made him moan pathetically in protest. 


‘Who the fuck do you think you are, huh? This is my fucking band, Friedman. You do whatever the fuck | say, 
and today you screwed up spectacularly. You're gonna get it for that, and for thinking you've got any fucking 
right to talk back. Mouthy cunt, a raspy voice snarled right next to Marty's ear, moist full lips brushing 
briefly against the lobe. 


Marty growled, like a caged animal, once again attempting to break free but failing, as the taller man used all 
of his weight to hold him down. It made it difficult to breathe, and the brunette had to squeeze his eyes shut, 
gasping for breath as the sweat began to sheen his forehead. He was in way over his head. He knew Dave was 
insane at times, when high and drunk, but he'd never fallen actual victim to the rage monster until now. He 
wasn't sure how to feel other than upset, although some part of him may be.. aroused? Especially with Dave's 
hot and heavy panting ghosting across his ear in damp fures. 


What made Marty's upper body unexpectantly rear up however, eyes snapping wide open, was when suddenly a 
big, firm hand began to feel his ass up. Long fingers gliding along the seams of too tight black jeans. A firm 
palm kneaded the protruding mounds, and small squeezes were delivered. First the left mound, then the right 
one. Taking its time. The smaller man tried to twist his head into an angle where he could see Dave's face, 
confused by what the hell was going on, but his hair kept falling in the way. He could only make out the lines 
of Dave's long neck, and the white button down shirt he was wearing through the film of his own thick bangs. 


‘The fuck are you doing.” the brunette choked out, that cunning hand making him feel a lot more comfortable 
than he ought to. Dave was practically molesting him, and here he lay, accepting that fact without a proper 
fight. 


‘Wouldn't you like to fucking know?" hissed the redhead, but this time his tone was coloured more by 


amusement than anger. For a moment, Marty imagined he could detect an underlying, husky purr to it. 


Then the hand disappeared, more so to Marty's dismay than his relief. He sort of wished for it to return, 
ashamed to admit that even to himself as his own fury appeared to have melted away into something quite 
different. Tingles went down his spine, a tight knot of white heat pulsing at the pit of his belly. Surging into his 
groin Making his fucking dick stirr awake. He wasn't even interested in men, and Dave was straight as an arrow 


as far as anyone was concerned. 


‘tm dealing out your punishment for being such an arrogant little shit: Dave's voice suddenly spat, laced with 


self satisfaction 


Marty's eyebrows furrowed, about to reply with an insult of his own when the hand returned. From nowhere, 
it landed full force right across his ass cheeks with a smacking noise that echoed throughout the empty room. 
It made the tiny guitarist yelp in shock, his body instinctively jerking away from the unexpected sting. 


Shit." he gasped, the redness of humiliation and embarrassment bleeding into his face and colouring his cheeks 
a dark crimson. No doubt matched by that off his ass' equivalent as a second smack fell upon them. 


Then a third. And then a short pause, before the smacks began raining down Each one more forceful than the 
other, the impact point ranging from anywhere along the small of Marty's back to the tops of his thighs. It 
made the entire area burn with a smarting sort of sharp sting, and each new slap intensified the warmth. At 
the beginning it was unpleasant, painful and it brought tears to Marty's eyes. It made the dark orbs watery, 
and wetness pooled at the corners as the brunette fought not to cry. He'd feel too pathetic about it, and he 


wouldn't allow Dave that victory. 


However, the longer Dave went on, the more the pain ebbed out and the strong pulsing sensation of his ass 
carried over. It merged into something else; something that poured into his balls like a liquid heat. Something 
that made his cock swell and throb with need. Marty had never imagined he'd find himself so vehemently 
turned on by having another man spank his ass, but here he was. Just the thought of it was enough to make 
his blush spread down his neck and into his fucking shoulders. Soon his dick was hard as rock, uncomfortably 


rubbing against the hard wooden surface beneath him, and still trapped within the restricting confines of jean 
fabric. Instead of the initial flinching that was brought out by the urge to escape the smacks, the brunette 
now found himself to be sticking his ass out to greet and accept them. That's when the slaps ceased. 


With his head feeling dizzy and his body buzzing, veins singing with desire, Marty didn't realize what was 
coming next until he felt a strong hand force itself between his lower body and the bench, working the zipper 
until the button was popped open. The brunette clenched his muscles, trying to press himself harder against 
the surface to force the redhead to withdraw his intruding hand, but to no avail. The flaps were parted with 
little struggle, and the hand pulled away on its own. Marty breathed out a sigh of relief, his head dropping 
down onto the bench, his forehead sticky with sweat as it glued itself to the boards. His now frizzy bangs 


clung to his damp cheeks. 


But the relief was short lived, when the same determined hand began yanking at the hem of his jeans, tugging 
at them, and despite Marty's now wildly flailing legs and muttered questions of ‘what the fuck are you doing’ 
as well as the pleas of ‘fucking stop it’, the pants were forced down beneath his ass. His round, reddened buns 
were now on complete display, the cool air of the room soothing the sensitive, sore skin. There were no 
underwear. Equal amounts of fear and arousal welled up inside, making the brunette unsure of which was even 


which anymore. 


Dave wasn't making much noise, but when Marty strained his ears to try to listen and predict the next move, 


he did detect a small sort of suction noise. Then a wet pop. 


‘Don't be a fucking prude, huh? Your balls are ten shades of blue and your cock is fucking dripping. Got your 
spunk all over my fucking hand just now,' the redhead stated matter of factly, and the smaller man already 
knew it to be true. ‘Tastes nice, though: 


‘Can't you.. just fucking.. uhn. the brunette tried to protest, but the words died in his throat when the tip of 
a slick index finger traced the cleft of his ass tentatively. He felt the goosebumps break out all over his 
thighs, his skin pimpling at the touch. 


‘Can | what? mused the taller man, his finger never abandoning its slow, deceitful tracing as it trailed all the 
way down to the junction of Marty's thighs before slowly travelling upwards again. ‘Maybe if you spread your 
legs, | can do something about your situation: 


Marty felt the inner debate between whether he truly wanted this or not die down as his legs parted on cue. 
He had no control of them. It wasn't much, given the position he was in, but enough to give Dave something to 
work with. The other man let out a pleased snort, and then that same fingertip traveled down into the newly 
exposed valley, pressing tentatively against the bared pucker. Despite the fact that Marty couldn't see any of 
the action, he felt it just the same, and the sensations drove him crazy. He shut his eyes, and they were 
amplified a million times over, sending pleasure ripples throughout his limbs as the fingertip slowly pressed 
down, making the untouched rose bloom for it: 


‘See? You like it: 


A greedy chuckle and then that long finger sunk into him, disappearing deeper into the tight channel and Marty 
whimpered. Not because of pain, there wasn't really any, just an uncomfortable stretch, but because of the 
intrusion The fact that part of Dave was now inside of him. No one had ever been there, not even he himself 
had dared trying it out. He'd entertained the thought before, sure, but he'd always chickened out in the end. 
Now he'd been tempted and made to cross the point of no return The finger pushed all the way in, and then 


drew back, just a couple of times to make sure the buttersoft walls were able to resist the penetraton. 


Then, without warning, that finger inside curled, pressing against something. Something that made Marty's back 
want to arch despite its pinned position, that made him release a guttural whining noise and that made his 
thighs quake. On impact only. The fingertip lingered against that spot before it began rubbing. Up. Down. Left. 
Right. Circles. Swipes. Anything one could imagine, and Marty lost all sense of reality. 


With each movement, the brunette was reduced into a mass of shivering limbs. He had no control over the 
shudders and tremors wracking his frame. His toes curling, his hips now grinding back against the finger that 
was granting him such unimaginable pleasure. He'd never felt this kind of primal, raw, deep rooted longing. He 
felt as if he was on the verge of orgasm, but simultaneously so far away it was impossible to reach. If he had 


been close to crying before, he was bawling now. Sobbing for release. 


A second finger joined the first without warning. This time it stung, but that sting vanished once both digits 
began working in tandem with that same magical button inside. If Marty thought he'd been experiencing the 
peak of pleasure before, that was only half the truth. Now he felt his body melting, his balls drawing up, so 
tight he could swear they must be just as stiff as his cock at this point. And speaking of that, his cock was 
sore, leaking heftily enough to leave a huge wet stain at the crotch of his jeans that still somehow managed to 
half trap it. When he moved his hips, they did offer friction, but not enough. He was so close, he could scream 
out his frustration, his eyes screwed shut and his mouth hanging wide open. 


‘Gonna cum anytime soon, Friedman..** purred a seductive, sultry voice close to the smaller man's ear. It made 


him mewl and moan in response. 


Fuck, he was trying to get there. He was really trying. So close, he could feel the first wires of orgasm shoot 
through his abdomen, his dick twitching in anticipation of shooting his load. So very fucking close. All he needed 
was that extra push. And it finally came when Dave picked the perfect moment to poke hard at the erogenous 
zone he'd found, giving it a couple of rough jabs. At the same time, he dipped his wet warm tongue into 
Marty's ear, wetting the shell before blowing heated air into it. The chain reaction was explosive, and Marty 
couldn't have held back had he wanted to. 


He came harder than he could ever remember, his entire body taut as a bowspring, and it was as if he 
couldn't stop it. He just kept cumming, until his seed was literally dripping from the parted flaps. Until he saw 
stars behind his eyes, until his body burnt hot and fiery. When it was finally, finally over he could barely 
breathe. He felt boneless, sinking down into a heap of nothingness. As if he had turned into a puddle of non- 
existance. He wasn't even dimly aware of the fingers withdrawing. He nearly missed the way his hair was 
smoothed back and a soft kiss pressed into his temple. 


‘You did well. Don't fuck up next time, or I'll fuck you up- 


It was meant as a threat, but to Marty's at the moment unhinged mind, it sounded more like a dirty promise. 


Surely another small, sour note that was actually snuck into a solo on purpose couldn't hurt..? 


